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and a hundred and forty years of time, between the wheeled
shores of Africa and the wheel-less ones of Virginia.
§
But, being in Madeira, let us examine these islands for a
moment longer. It was from them that came the wine
Jefferson drank on the steps of Monticello before setting
out to write the Declaration.
From the earliest times they were in the possession of
Portugal, and on the face of them seem to have such an
unstoried past that peace settles on the mind as soon as
their peaks show like clouds on the forward horizon. Really
they have been tormented and harried by as many scoundrels
and insect pests as any other lovely parts of the world.
They were discovered in the very middle of the fourteenth
century by two lovers fleeing like Paris and Helen—but from
paternal rather than marital wrath. They were then for-
gotten or became legends till the days of the Portuguese
Prince Henry the Navigator. . . . And they are distin-
guished as having been—or being said to be—the birthplace
of the wife of Columbus. He met the lady whilst she was
still at school in Lisbon and followed her to Porto Santo of
which Madeiran island her father was the first Portuguese
governor. And it was on the shores of that island paradise
that, talking to old pilots, Columbus strengthened, if he
did not there conceive, his idea that there was grand plunder
beyond the rim of the Western horizon that from there he
could see. It did not for very long remain a paradise.
§
Very shortly afterwards the fame of the islands spread
throughout all the Old World. If they were not rumoured
to be El Dorado they were at least allegedly the islands
of the Hesperides, where evil could not penetrate. And they
were invaded, peacefully, if tumultuously, by hordes of
rest-seeking Genoese and other Italians, by Spaniards.
Portuguese, by the Southern French, by North Africans,
all these weary peoples sought in those idyllic and remote

